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now and again of the Jagging Clara or
Harry, she could nevertheless Reep a
sly eye on the stranger's equal prog-
ress. The fash of jet, and the volu-
ble, substantial shoulders of the lady
g0 profusely introducing him, were an
assurance of how that pligrimage
would terminste, since It was Ella
Buller who was parading him. She
even wondered before which of the
florid pictures st the far, other end of
the room, as before a shrine, Lhneem-

At a private view of the Chatworth
?:'L“'E' %:;:‘l‘.‘e;t% uﬂ:&am nu:tlu. the | mony would take place.
\Tiy Gresky. who WAS She kept her eyes fixed on the
who £ G Ibu P v
%heﬂa’ "to his m.!'.:f' ;1:::“3. ey, and | paintings before her, and as she
 ing B g iyl ‘%n’tﬁ' moved down from one to another, and

supphire set In the !und I-Inrn dizeov-
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clally when the ring i
CHAPTER 1l,—Continued,

The pleture gallery was new, an ad-
unex-
pected door in this place, where all
was high, arched, elaborate and flour-
ke & loophole through
which to slip into & foreign atmos-
phere. This atmosphers was resinous
of fresh wood; the Ught was thick
the édarpets
harshly new, slipping beneath the feet
the bare
bones of the place yet scarcely cov-
ered. But its quiet was after all com-
parative, Thers were plenty of people
lingering in groups In the center of
the gallery, which was dusky, aclipsed
by the great reflectors that eclroled)
the room, throwing out the pletures in

dition; and the plain, narrow,

ished, was

with drifting - motes;

on the too polished floor;

a hright band of color th

walls.

around

ing what

of shadow, would pop out of the dar
next.

She was ready for something ex-
traordinary, but now, when it came,
It gave
her a start, that toss of black halr,
Irregular, pale face whose
scintillant, sardonic smile was merel-
dessly upon the poor, Inadequate pie-
His stoop
above the rall was so abrupt that his
long, lean back was almost horizontal,
there wns something

elegant in the swing of him—Iin the
careless twist of his head, around, to
‘gpoak to the woman behind him. The
light above struck blind on the glass
in one eve, but the other danced wit
a genlal, a mad scintillation, The light
and
touched the merest glancer at him
ironie
The question which naturally
the
world s that?'—she checked; why,
She only felt
as she followed Clara, tralling away
acroes the floor, that the interest of
the evening which had promised go
well, beginning with the Chatworth
ring, bad been ralsed even a nole

she was taken abnck by it

that long,

ture-faca fronting him.

vat evon thus

of 1t caught ke contagion,
with the spark of
mirth.

roge to Flora's

its warm,
lips—""Who in

she dldn't ask herself.

higher. Her restive fancy was begl

ning again. All the footlights of her

iittle secret stage were up,

Clara turned to the right, followlng
4 beckoning fan, and Flora, dallylng
with her anticipation, reasoned that
now they must circle the room before
they should face him—the interesting

apparition. It was a pllgrimage

which he on the other slde was per
Perfunctorily talk-
consclous

forming his half,
ing from group to group,

3 r[uw

Pepple leaning from this bor
der of light back into the dusk to
murmur together, vanished and reap-
peared with such fascinating abrupt-
nesg that Flora caught herself guess-
gort of face, where this
nearest group stood just on the edge

the volces of the approaching group
drew nearer, one separated itself from
the general murmur, 60 clear, 20 res-
onantly carried, so clean-clipped off
the tongue, that it etood out in sylla-
bles on the blur of sound which was
Ella Buller's conversation. It had
color, that volce; it had a quality so
sharp, so Individual that it touched
her with a mischievous wonder that
he dared speak ap differently from all
thie world about him. Then, six ple-
tures away, ehe heard her own name.
“Why, Flora Gilsey!” It was Hlla's
husky, boyish note, “I've been look-
ing for you all the evening! How
d'y'do, Harry?’ She waved her hand
at him. “Why, how d'y'dp, Mrs. Brit-
ton? I wouldn't let papa go to sup-
per until I'd found you. ‘Papa,’ I sald,
‘wait; Flora and Harry will be here’
Boesides," ghe had quite reached
Flora's slde by this time and commu-
e | nlcated it in an impressive whisper, “1
want you to meet my Englishman™
She looked over her shoulder, and
largely beckoned to where the blunt
and florld Bulier and his companion,
with thelr backs to what they were
supposed to be looking at, ware ex-

changing an anecdote of Infinite
k | amugement,
Buller's expression came around

slowly to his daughter's backoning
hand, but the Hoglishman's face
seeiped to flash at the instant from
what e was enjoying to what was
expected of him. In the flourish of in-
traductions, across and across, Flora
found herself thinking the reality less
extraordinary than she had at first
supposed. Now that Mr. Kerr was
fairly before her, presented to her,
and taking her in with the same llvely,
impersonal interest with which he
took in the whole room, “as if," she
put it vexedly to herself, "I were a
h specimen poked at him on the end of
a pin,” it stirred in her a vague re-
sentment; and involuntarily she held
him up to Harry. The comparison
showed him a little worn, a little bat-
tered, a little too perfunctory in man-
ner; but his genial eyes, deep under
threatening brows, made Harry's eyves
geem to stare rather coldly; and the
fine form of his leag, plain face, and
the sensitive line of his long, thin 11ps
made Harry's beauty look—well, how
did it look? Hardly callous.

This mixed {mpression the two men
n- | gave her wag disconcertlng, She was
stranger. She had begun with him in
the way she did with every one—in-

of conversation from bhehind
ghe could observe the enemy.
though he had blinked at it

not taken hor up, nor helped her out;
put, had merely stood with his head a
Httle eanted forward, ag if he watched
her through her defenses.

of

all the more ready, to be wary of the

stinetively throwing out a breastwork
which

But
he had

“But San Francjsco must seem. po
limited after mdna." she had wound
up; and the way be had considered It,
& lttle humorously, down his long
nose, made her doubt the Interest of
cltles to Le reckoned in round num-
bers,
“It's _all extraordinary,” he sald.
“You're quite as extraordinary in your
way as we in ours.”
“0Oh,” she wondéred, still vexed with
his inventory, *I had always supposed
us awfully commonplace. What is our
way, please?”
“Ab,” he "sald, measuring his long
step to hers as they sauntered a lit-
tle, “for one thing, you're so awfully
good to a fellow. In London"—and he
nodded back, as If London were mere-
Iy soross the room—"they're awfully
good to the somebodles. It's the way
you take in the nobodles over here
that 18 s0 astonlshing—the stray
leaves that hlow in with your ‘trade
and can't show any credentials but a
letter or two, and thelr faces; and
those"—his diablerie danced out again
—“sometimes such deacedly damaged
ones."”
1t was almost indecent, this parade
of his nonentity! She wanted to say:
“Oh, hush! Those are the things one
only enjoys—never talks about” But
instend, somewhere up &t the top of
her volce, she sald: “Oh, we always
lock up our gllver!™
“But even then" he quizzed her, "I
wonder how you dare to do 1t7*
“Perhaps we have to, because we
ounrselves are all—" (“without any
eredentiala but those yon mentlon,")
she had been about to say—but there
she caught herself on the very edge of
glving herself and all the rest of them
away to him; “—all g0 awfully bored,"”
she mischlevously ended with the
daintlest, faintest possible yawn be-
hind her spread fan.
He looked as if she had taken him
by surprise; then laughed out. "Oh,
that is the way they don't do here,” he
provoked her. “You mustn't, when
I'm not expecting 1t."
“Then what are you expecting?” she
Inquired a lttle coolly.
“Well," he deliberated, “not expect-
ing you to get me ready for a sweet,
and then pop In a pickle; and present-
ly expesting, Hoping, anxiously anticl-
pating, what you really care to say.”
He was expecting, she looked mall-
clously, more than he was llkely to
gel; but the fact that he did see
through her to that extent was at
once delightful and charming. She
swayed hack into the shadow beyond
the dazzling line of light. She wanted
to escape his gerutiny, to be able to
look him over from n safe vantage.
ground. But he wouldn't have it. An
instant ho stood under the torrent of
white radiance, challenging her to see
what she could—then followed her in-
to her retreat, "Shall we sit hera?" he
suld, and she found herself hopelessly
cut off and lsolated with the enemy.
She couldn't withhold & little grudg-
ing pleasura in the sharpness with
which he had turned her maneuver
and the way It had detached them
from the surrounding crowd, Foar
there, in the dusky cénter of the room,
it wae as if they watched from eafe
covert the regt of their party exposed
in the glare of light; though not, as
Flora presently noted, quite eseaping
observation themselves, For an in-
gtant Harry turned and peered toward
them with & look in his Intentness
that struck Flora as something new in
him and made her wonder If he could
be jealous. She turned tentatively to
seée If Kerr had noticed It, and sur-
pilged his glance In a qulek trans)
tion back to hers.
"By your leave,” he said, and took
away her fan, which in his hand pres-
ently assumed sueh rhythmic motion
that 1t ceased to be any more présent
to her than a delicate ¢ wrent of air
upon her face,
He was not, she felt sure, In spite
of his lght manipulation of her fan,
a person who cared to plense women,
but one of that devastating sort who
care above everything to please them-
selves, and who are skilful without
practice; too skilful, she feared, for
her defenses to hold out ageinst if
he Intended to find out what ghe real-
Iy thought. "Aren't we supposged to
be looking at the pletures?” she want-
ed to know,
He turned his back on the wall and
its attendant glare; "“Why plctures,”
he inguired, “when there are live peo-
ple to look at? Pletures for places where
they'i'e all half dead. But here, where
even the damnable dust In the street
is alive, why should they paint, or
write, or sculpt, or do anything but
llve?® His Iraseible brows shot the
query at her.
Agaln the proposition of life—what-
ever that was—was held up before
her, and as ever she faltered in the
face of it "I suppoge they do it
here,” she murmured, with a vague
glance at the paintings around her,
"hecause people do it everywhere
elgp."
His disparagement was almost a
soarl, “That's the rotten part of it—
because they do it everywhere elss!
As if there wasn't enough monoteny
'in the world alréady without every
chap trying to be like the na.tt instead
of being himself!™
“But if you have to be what pmlo
expect?
“pPeople don't want what they ex-
peet—if you care for that." He waved
it away with his quick white hand.
“But you have to care, unless you
waat to be queer” Her poor little se-
oret was out befors she knew, and he

“Who (n the Werld Is Thatt”

.

looked at It, lnughthg immoderately,

red game of life.

braver things of you. The game that
counts, my girl," he prenchr-:l it at her
with his long whits hand, ''the game
that is golng on out here is the big,
That's the only one
that's worth a guinea; and there's no
winning or losing, there's no right or
wrong to it, and {t doesn't  matter
what a man Is In It as long as he's a
good one*
“BEven If he = a thief? The ques
tion wes out of Flora's lips before she
could cateh it. It was a challenge,
She had meant to confound him; but
he cought It as if it delighted him.

“Well, what would you think?®"

“Ah, If you think ‘the social game ls der their paledtinted hats, with their
the game that counts! I had expected | smiling recognitions to Clara, to Flora,

to Elln, smiled with a sharpened in-
terest. Tt proclalmed that Kerr was
& stranger, and, In a clrcle which
ilaund itself a lm.le stale for lack of
innovations, a desirable one.
Apparently the dominant note of
their party was Flla's clamorous se-
lection for the supper; but to Flora
the more real thing was the atmos-
phere of excitement and mystery she
had been moving in all the cvening,
Bhe was pursuad by the obsession of
something more about to happen—
something imminent — though, of
course, nothing would; at least, how
could anything happen here, to them?

more even than Judge
have tlold them,

looking at Flora.

sistently her famey had played with
the question of what sort of man that
one might be who had so wonderful-
Iy put his hand under a glass case and
drawn out the Chatworth ring,

He threw it back at her.
What hadn't she thought! How per-

“0Oh,” she laughed dublously, “1 sup-
pose he is a good one a3 long as he
isn't caught.”

“What!” His face disowned her.
“You think he's a renegnde, do you?
A chap In perpetual flight, taking

able, than the beggar’s.
thief is born to It. It's his caste, It's
in his blood, It ien't money that he
wants. If he had a million he'd be
the same. And it isn't a mania eith-
er, It's a profession.” The Euglish-
man leaned back and smiled at her
over the elegance of his long, jolned
finger-tips,
She looked at him with a delighted
alarm, with an increasing elation; but
whether these aroge from his lawless
declerations and the singular way
they kept setting Dbefore her more
vividly moment by moment the pos-
sible character of the preseut keeper
of the Chatworth ring, or whether it
was just the sight of Kerr himsell as
he sat therea that stirred her, she
didn't try to distingulsh,
“Hut suppose he was your own
thief,” she urged; “took your own
things, I mean," she hastily amended,
“and suppose he turned out to be—
some one you knew and liked—" She
hesitated. She had come at last to what
she really wanted to say., She had
brought out a queéstlon that had been
teasing her fancy at intervals all the
while he had been talking, and he had
not even heard it. He wosn't even look-
ing at her. She had caught him off
his guard, Tle was looking across her
shoulder stralght down the dim vista
of the room to the little biaze of bor-
dering light. He was looking at Har-
ry. No, Harry was looking at him,
Harry was looking with & steady, an
intent gaze, and Kerr mesting It—it
might have been merely the blank
glare of his monocle—geemed, to
Flora, to meet it a littla insolently.
She fancled in the instant something
to pass between the two men, some-
thing which, this time, she did not
mistake for jenlougy—a ghade too dim
for deflance or suaplcion, a deep
scrutiny that struggled to place some-
thing, sume one.
Flora felt a sudden wish to break
that curlous scrutiny. It had broken
her little moment, It had shattered
the personal, slmost intimate nota
that had been gounded between them.
The look Kerr turned back to ler was
vague, and stirred in her a dim re
sentment that he conld drop it all 80
easily,
“Shall we joln the others?" IL was
the volee with which she had begun
with him, but her eyes wera hot
through their light mist of lashes, and
he threw her a comprehending glance
of amusement.
“0Oh, no,” he assured her, “we can't|
help ourselves. They are going to|
join us”
Eln Buller, In the van of her pro-
cession, was already descending upon

Your good

light!

one of them?

And by “them” she meant herself
and these people around her go stupld-
Iy talking—the eternal repetition of
the story she had read out that even-
Ing to Clara, and not one glimmer of
Bhe wondered If her obsesslon
was all her own—or did it reach to
Certainly not Ella; not
Judge Buller, settled into bis collar,
choosing champagnes.
had to skip Clara.
whether Clara had not more bhehind
her smooth prettiness than ever she
Parhapa.
poientialities

things because he has to, more or less h:;nltght o lght? Kerr?
pursued by the law? Bah! It a| ' ith him she felt pot
guild a8 old, and a deal more honor- enormous. - Harry? Never,

was belng appealed to by all the wom-
en who could get at him as to his part
in the affair—what had been his sen-
gations and emotions?
knew perfectly well he had had none.
He was only oppressed by the atten-
tion his fame in the matter, and the
central position of their table, brought |
Protesting, he made his part ns

Hut

him.
small as possible,
“Oh, confrund It,

back
sigh.

mysteriois unknown,
quired aecrogs the table,
“Hang it,
offer you a share!”

Kerr could have made of It

Bulier vouchsafed.
ing the air ever

ly.”

“Crew?' TFlora

it Kerr looked sharp,
shiarper, She
Harry was vexed.

“Who's Crew?" sald Ella;

all apart, and then
over the uncorked bottles.

ring I8 a celebrated thing.
‘Crew Idol!""

were blank.

“The stones were only

Clara?
One never knew

it T can't got at
my oyeters!” he complalned, leaning
into his group again with =&

“You divide the honorg with the
eh?” Kerr In-

there's no division!
Harry laughed,
and it occurred to Flora how much

“Purdie'd like to share something,"

“He's been paw-
gince Crew cabled,
and this hag blown him up complete-

wonderad.
wis something more happening. Crew ?
She had not heard that name hefore.
It mude a stir among them all;
Clara looked
looked at Harry and

and the
judge looked around on the sllence,

“Why, bless my soul, isn’t it— Oh,
anyway, it will all be out to-morrow.
But I thought Harry'd told you.
Chatworth ring sasn't Bessie's"

It had the effect of startling them
drawing
cloger together again around the table

“Why," Judge Buller went on, “this
It's the
He threw the name out
as If that In Itself explained every-
thing, but the thres women, at least

“Why celebrated?” Clara objected.
sapphires.”

one blue,

where it was made.

known, the Shah Jehan had it in hias
treasure house. The story 18 he stole
She | {t, but, however that may be, he gave

Harry

Taj Mahal;

Flora } it as thick as Must

pecially in love,

“It had age;
hand beauty, and

Neville Crew, when he
When

and the Crews would

I'd| house of lords for it.

ment It

Here | fingers,

worth's wife.

but | them toward him,

reverted him

death,"

to on

broke in, “how
Bessle's property,

The! gngiand at the time.

them
die found it was gome,

permission,”

English language,
of the full-blooded
aboriginal jargon,

Buller oould

facts.

e had the attentlon of the table,
as If ttey sensed behind his words

“And then the superstition about it.
It's rather a pretty tale”

it 88 & betrothal’ gift to his wife—
possibly the most beautiful”—hils eye-
brows signaled to Flora his
tainty of that fact—"without doubt |
the bestloved woman in the world. |
When she died it was burled with her
—not in the tomb itself, but In the
and for a century or so it
lay there and gathered legends about
It was belleved
to be & talisman of good fortune—es-

it had intrinsic value;
that ope other
quality no man can resist—It was the
only thing of Its kind in ths world.
At all events, it was too much for old
saw il there
some couple of hundred years ago, |
he left India the ring
with him. He never told how he gm
it, but Iucky marriages came .\h_h it,

Clara was |
"Then

uncer-

went

“The elder Chatworth, Lord Crew,
isa a bachelor, but, of eourse, the ring

paid Kerr, |
“You've geen the
ring—a figure of Vishnu bent back- |
ward into a ecircle, with a head of
sapphire; two yellow stones for the
cheeks and the brain of him of the
Just aa a pleca of carving | 4
it Ia so fine that Cellinl couldn't have | [
equaled it, but no one knows when or | &
The first that ls

\ :

Their women |
have worn it ever since” !
For & moment the wonder of the
tale and the curious spark of excite-
had produced in the teller
kept the listengrs sllent.
wig the first to return to

Bessle—" ghe prompted eagerly.
Kerr turned his glass in meditative
“She wors It as young (hat-
He held them all in
an increasing lensiom, as if he drew

Chatworth's

“And Lord only knows" the Judge
it got shippad with
Crew was out of

He kept tha

wires hot about it, and they nfanaged
| to keep the fact of what the ring was
quiet—but it got out to-day when Pur-

You see he

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Cling to Inherited Tongue.
After years of effart to spread the
the home tongua

Hawallan
Exclusive of the
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them. Her approach dissipated the
laat remnant of their personal mo:
ment,
that there was nothing worth while
but instant participation in her gen-

at the moment be taken up with.
This convietion of Ella's had been
wont to overawe Flora, and jt still
overwhelmed her; so that now, as
she followed In the trail of Ella's
marshaled force, she had a guilty feel-

her mind but a normal deslre for sup-
per.

Yot all the way down the great
stair, “the Corridors of Time," where
the white owl glared his glnssy wlis-
dom on
passings, she was haunted with the
thought that Harry had seen the ex-
traordinary Kerr before; not shaken
hands with him, perhaps—perhaps not
even heard his name; but somewhere,
across some distance, once glimpsed
him, and had nmever quite shaken the
memory from his mind. For there
was something marked, notable, unfor-
getable In that lean distinctivencss.
Against the sleek form of the men
they met and shook hands with, he
flashed out—seemed in contrast fairly
electrie. She saw him, fust ahend of

in the door of the gupper room, mak-
ing way for Clara through the press
wilh that exasperating solicitude of
his that woa half ironic,

The room, hot, polished, flaring re-
flections of electric lights from its
glistening floor, announced iteell the
heart of high fastivity, through the
. midgt of which their entrance made
an added pipple. The flushed faces

yot somehow delightfully.

of the w

S—

Her presence always inpsisted

iallty, and whatever subject it might |

ing that there should be nothing in |

the passings and t:nuntm’--r

her where the erowd was thickening

en under their fowers, ux-|

{-\'--_
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Kerr smiled at the measure of|holf-whites in these islands there is
fame, but one family that talks the English
“Quite so,” he nodded to her, “but|language In ita home.
there are several sorts of value about|are as true to thelr inherited tongue [
that ring. Its age, for one” asg they are to thelr raclal hue.
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Thompson’s Eye \Iahf

Doll House Library.

A search for a chlid’s short story,
“Tha Grifla and the Minor Canon,”
In & volume all by itself revedled to a
persistent ecity shopper the thought
and money that are expended on the
furnishing of dolls' houses, Book
gtores had not the story in a single |
volume, but In a department storae
one young woman {nterviewed had re-
cently been transferred from the toy
department and was able to contribute
a helpful hint

“I think,"” she said, “you can find It
in one of the dolls' houses downstalrs."

Curiosity had by that time becomse
a sauce to lterature, so the shopper

was showing it—and without special | hurrled downstairs to Inspect the doll

|huuﬁeﬁ. Three of the most expensive
{huuaea eontained lbrarles conslsting
of a seore of diminutive books and
Ieneh book contnined a child's story
| ecomplete. One of them was “The
Grifin and the Minor Canon,”

A Fitting Deslgn. ..
I want an estimate on 10,000 letter
heads,” sald the professlonal-looking

man with the silk hat.

“Any speelal design?” asked the en-
graver,

“Yes, slr, replled the caller. “In

the upper left-hand corner [ want &
catehy cut of Patrick Henry making
his memorable speech, nnd in dis-
tinct letters, under the out, his soul-
lmhmrmg words, 'Glve me lberty or
give me death' You see he added,
|huuling a card to the engraver, “I'm
a divoree lawyer, and want eome-
| thing Atting."—Lipplheott’s,

A New Version,

Lawyers have a pecullar system of
abbrevigtion, such words ns trustees,
| executors balng cut down to (rees,
| exors, and admors, This practise Ch
10 an amusing slip on the part of m
| golteitor, who, somewhat late In life,
| abandoned his profession and entered
the church. A few Suyndave after his
ordination he startled his congrega-
tion while reading the lesson by delly-
ering one of the passages as follows:
“I gee men as trustees walking"”

| More Likely,
It is sald that the Nlearaguans
would rather fight than eat.
| But don't jump at the conclusion
that this I4 @n Indication of great
| courage.
| 1t mav mean poor conking

Summer
| Comfort

There's solid satisfac-
‘ tion and delightful re-
freshment in a glass of

| Iced
Postum

Served with Sugar and

®Evon If He is a Thief?”

L

a little Lemon,

Postum contains the

e

— e —

Tha Scholar and the Critics,

A certaln scholnr once wrote a large
volume of fables and allegories with 4
view lo- publication. When he bad
finished the compllation to his satls-

faction, he lent the manuseript book

triends, telling

=— — ——

However, to mm giire, he rubbed out
all the marks of approval, and then he
lent the book to others of his ue
uul.lnmn and friends, telllug (hem

" . says the bread ls

ties,"

Cottonseed Meal Bread,'

atmmeumt:wtmn & on andwumlu u:neotu:womudumﬁ:
uebmtm h-pmnd Alone of the unus whie

bool- sean exhibited herosin a local hotel,

the achol: | the gpecimen haviug been sent by a

everybody is able to do impossibill

| Texas cou.om«l ofl mill, man, who|
lob.ﬁd'm
The

will owe before you realize it
“All your faculties will glve
cousent o }’o& work, will say “amen"

your
. There will be no

Square Pegs in Square Holes

You will be happy In your wori—
contanted, joyous, cheerful, energetie.
The days will be all wo short for
You, Dinner mne and closing time

nurse, or 4 housekeeper;

an artisan.

satiafied

‘and m:wutu.

whateyer your occupation or profes:
slon you will be an artist Instead of

You will not apologize because you
are not ihia or that, because you wiil
‘hgve foutd your place and will be

You w‘rﬁl teel yoursell growing In
‘your work, and your life Mpulenin;

to you,
it.
becnuse

Suecess Magasine,

iy.

Can't Fool the Beggar..

“You can't fool a' begguy with bod
money,” sayh the Philosopher of Fol-
“The deaf sod dumb beggar rings | |
it to see If it has the right sound, and | §
tho blind beggar looks for the wmint

There will be no drodgery in

You will go to your tusk with de
light and leave It with regret,
Life will be a glory, not a grind.—

natural food elements of §
field grains and is really -

a food drink that relieves
faﬁgue and quenches iﬁ&

riu-.mtmm. )

“There's a l-ud‘-,;




